MARK   TWAIN
the exceptional success that had crowned his
lecturing and the literary reputation, if not
fame, that his writing had brought, Mark
Twain did not yet think of himself as an author,
or contemplate writing as his profession. He
looked on himself as a journalist, a newspaper-
man, and his mind still ran rather in terms of
a flow of ' funny pieces * than the creation of a
masterpiece. Indeed, up to this time, America
took him still as a 4 funny man,5 not an author,
and he followed, as we all do, the estimate of his
fellows. He therefore looked about for a news-
paper opening, bought with his accumulated
surplus (one won't say ' savings *; he never
saved) a share in the Buffalo Express, and sat
down at the editorial desk (August 14, 1869).
He proposed evidently to use the desk in the
old Nevada fashion, for he announced to his
readers, * I shall not often meddle with politics
because we have a political editor who is
already excellent and only needs to serve a
term or two in the penitentiary to be perfect.
I shall not write any poetry unless I conceive
a spite against the subscribers.'
This cheerful form of editing, combined with
lecturing and writing sketches for the Galaxy
magazine in New York, kept him at work for
the year 1869.
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